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there is no character in Shakespeare apart from the words in
which that character is defined : " If we want to understand
the play of Hamlet we shall not do so by assuming that it Is
a piece of real life, lived by people who have independent lives
outside it." This independent life of a character or cc precedent
etat d*ame" as Walkley calls It, is a mere illusion created by the
dramatist from which flow all kinds of interpretative nonsense.
Commentators who find Hamlet mad in one place and sane
in another invariably attribute the inconsistency to Hamlet
himself instead of to Shakespeare, who may have found it con-
venient to have Hamlet alternately mad and sane. I do not
think it can be safely argued that Gertrude was both cow-like
and volcanic because some of her lines are placid and some
eruptive.
But I couldn't get my Professor to see this, and in any case
I should have had to convince him across the fair body of Miss
Oriel Ross, who is much too beautiful to be interested in this
kind of debate. Nor could I get him to see that even if Gertrude
is the character he thought she was, he must not allow the actress
who plays the part to suggest that placidity Is her entire range,
because then the audience has no more interest in the closet
scene than if Hamlet were arguing with his mother's bolster.
Darlington, in the Daily Telegraph., described the Queen as
" rather inadequate." Ivor Brown, in the Observer, said that
Gertrude " was pitched on a shrill monotone and never sug-
gested a lady likely to stir fratricide for her possession." The
Sunday Times' Own Correspondent said that " the actress's
monotonous plaintiveness was apt to exaggerate the goose-like
qualities of the Queen of Denmark." Such a consensus of
opinion seems to me to be something which no amateur producer
has the right to ignore ; but the gentleman in question stuck to
his guns, for which I respected him, and insisted that what he
had sought for was a poetical rather than a theatrical inter-
pretation of the play, for which I respected him less. Hamlet
in the study may be no more than a poem; on the stage it must
not be less than a play. I got so angry that when I was making
my speech I was still thinking about this and was therefore, I